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Hecre let vs reft, if this rebellious earth, 

Haue ary reding tor her title Kings Queenc. (Enter FJt, 
But fotti but let, or rather doe notfee. 

My taire Rofe withei.yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittiemaydiflolue todeaw. 

And wadi him frefh a game with true loue teares. 

Ah t hou the modle where oldc Troy did (land f 
Thou mappe of honour, thou King Richards torabe. 
And not King Richard: thou molt beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard fauourdgretfe be lodged in thee, 

When triumph is become analehoufc gueft? 

Etch, ioyne not with greife faire woman, doe not lb, 

T o make my end too fuddcn,learne good foule, 

T o thinke our former Rate a happie drearoe. 

From whichawakt the tructhofwhatwe are 
Shewes vs but this: I am fwouie brother (fweet) 
Togrimneceffitic,andhe and I, 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to Fraunce» 

And cloider thee in fome religious houfe. 

Our holy liucs mult win a new worlds crowne. 

Which our piophanc houresheere haue throwne downe 

Quee. what is my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transfonndand weaknedJhath Bullingbrooke, 

Depolcle thine intelleftihath he been in thy hart? 

The Lyon dying thrufleth footth his pawe. 

And woundes the earth if nothing elfe with rage, 

T o be ore-powr’d, and wilt thou pupill-like 
Take the corredion, mildly kifle the rod. 

And fawnc on Rage with bale huroilitie. 

Which arta Lion and the king of beads. 

King, a King of beads indeed, if aught but beads* 

1 had been dillahappie King of men. 

Good (fometimes Queene)prepare thee hence for France* 
Thinke I am dead , and that eucn here thou takeft 
As frommy death bed thy ladliuingleaue; 

In winters tedious nights lit by the fire, 
with good old fol.kcs. andlet them tell the tales, 

Of wocfull ages long agoc betidde: 


King Richard the fee end . 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefes, 

Tellthouthe lamentable tale orme. 

And fend the hearersweeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenflefle brands will limpathize 
The heauy accent ofthy moomng tong. 

And in compafsion weepe the fire out, 

And lome wil mourne in a(hcs,fomecole blacke. 

For the depofingofarightfuU King. E MrNmhm. 

North. My Lord, the minde of Bullingbrooke is changdc. 
You inuft to Pomfret, not vnto the T ower. 

And Madam, there is order t me for you. 

With al fwitt fpeede you mud away to rrance. 

Kin? Northutnbeflandithoa ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my throne. 

The time Ihall not be many houres of age 
More than it is, ere foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake intocorruption, thou lhalt thinke, _ 

Though he diuide the realme and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little helping him to all. 

He fhall thinke that thou which knowed the way 
To plant vnrightfull kings, wilt knowagaine, 

Being nere fo little vrgde another wfty* 

Toplucke him headlong from the vfurped throne* 

The loue ot wicked men conucrts tofeare, 

T hat feare to bate, and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

"North. My guilt be os my head, and there an end: 

Take leaue and part, for you mud part forthwith^ 

King Doubly diuord (bad men) you violate 
A two-fold marriage twixt my crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me and my married wife. 

Let me vnkiffe the oathe twixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kidc twasmade. 

Part vs Northumberland, I towardesthe north. 

Where fliiueringcold and fickenedepinesthe dime: 

My wife to Fraunce>from whence fet forth in pomp 
She came adorned hither like fweete Maie> 

Hj 


Sent 




